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The Tragedy 

When hollie and deuout religious men, 

Are at their beads,tis hard to draw them thence, 

Sofweetis zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich with two bi/hops a lofle. 

Adaior. See where he ftandsbetw ecntwoclcrgietnen, 
Bnr\. T wo props of vertuc for a chrilhan Prince* 
Toftaiehimfrom thefallofvaoitie, 

Famous Plantaganet,mort gracious prince. 

Lend fauorable cares to our requeft. 

And pardon vsthe interruption 
, Ofthy deuotion and rightChriftian zeale, 

Glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch apologie, 

I rather do befeech you pardon me, 

Who earned: in the feruice of my God, 

Neglc& the vacation of my friends, 

Butlcauing this, what is your gracespleafure? 

But Euen that I hope which pleafeth God abotie. 
And all good men of this vngouerned ilc, 

Glo . / do fufpeft I haue done fome offence. 

That feemes difg-acious in the Citties eies. 

And ihatyou come to reprehend my ignorance, 

Buck. You haue my Lord, would it pleafe your grace 
At our entreaties to amend that fault, 

Glo ♦ Elfe wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land? 

Buck. Then know it is your fault that you refigne 
Thefupreamc feat, the throne maieflicaJJ, 

The feeptred office ofyour aunccftors, 

The 1 ineall glone of your roiall houfc, 

7o the corruption of a blemifhft fioc Vej 
Whilft in the mildneflc ofyour fleepie thoughts, ' 

Which here we waken to our countries good* 

This noble He doth want her proper limbes 5 
Her face defac f c with fears ofinfamie, 

And almoft (houJdred in the fwallowing gulph* 

Of blind forgetfulnefleand darke obliuion. 

Which to recurc we hartily fplicit, 

Y our gratiousfelfe to take on you the foueraingtie thereof, 
Not as Protestor ftc ward fubflitute. 
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of. Richard the third- 

Orlowlie fa£torfor anotheisgtfne: 

But as fucceflmelie from bloud to bloud. 

Your right ofb irth,y our Emperie.your owne; 

. For thifeonforted with the Citizens 
Your verie worfhipfull and louing frinds. 

And by their' vehement inftigation, 

Inthisiuftfuite come I to moue your grace. 

Glo. I know not whethe r to depart in filcnce. 

Or bitterlie to fpeake in your reproofe, 

Beft fitteth my degree or your condition: 
Yourlouedelerues my thankSjbutmy defert 
Vnmeritable ftiunes your high requeft, 

Firft ifall obftacles were cut a waie, 

And that my path were euen to the crown. 

As my ripe reuene w and dew by birth. 

Yet fo much is my pouerty offpirit. 

So mightie and fo many my defeats, 

As I had rather hide me from my greatnes, - 

Beeing a Barke to brooke no migntic fea. 

Then in my greatnes couet to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glorie fmotherd: 

But God be thanked there’s no need of me. 

And much I need to helpeyou ifneed were, 

The roiall tree hath leftvs rohll fruit. 

Which mellowed by the dealing houres of time. 

Will well become the feat of maieftie. 

And make no doubt vs happic by his raigne, 

Onhim I laie what you would late on me; 

The right and fortune ofhis happie ftars. 

Which God defend that I fhould wring from him. 

Mylord.this argues confcience in your grace. 
But the refpedfs thereof are nice and triuiall. 

All circumftances well confidcred : 

You faie that Edward is your brothers fonne, 

Sofaie weto.butnot by Edwards wife. 

For firft he \va s contrail to lady Lucy, 

Your mother liues a witnefie to that vowe. 

And afterward by fubftitute betrothed 



